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And we shall sit at endless feast,
Enjoying each the other's good;
What vaster dream can hit the mood

Of Love on earth ?   He seeks at least

Upon the last and sharpest height,
Before the spirits fade away,
Some landing-place, to clasp and say,,

(Farewell 1   We lose ourselves in light/
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IP these brief lays, of Sorrow born,
Were taken to be such as closed
Grave doubts and answers here proposed,

Then these were such as men might scorn :

Her care is not to part and prove;

She takes, when harsher moods remit,
What slender shade of doubt may flitA

And makes it vassal unto love:

And hence, indeed, she sports with words j
But better serves a wholesome law,
And holds it sin and shame to draw

The deepest measure from the chords :

Nor dare she trust a larger lay,
But rather loosens from the lip
Short swallow-flights of song, that dip

Their wings in tears, and skim away.

FROM art, from nature^ from the schools,
Let random influences glance,
Like light in many a shiver'd lance
That breaks about the dappled pools:
The lightest wave of thought shall lisp,
The fancy's tenderest eddy wreathe,
The slightest air of song shall breathe
To make the sullen surface crisp.